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same divine melodies that had soothed him in the eve,
now sounded in the glad and grateful worship of matin
praise.

* I have heard the voice of angels/ he murmured to his
veiled attendant.

The vesper and the matin hours became at once the
epochs of his day. He was ever thinking of them, and
soon was thinking of the feelings which their beautiful
services celebrate and express. His mind seemed no
longer altogether a blank, and the religious sentiment was
the first that returned to his exhausted heart.

' There will be a requiem to-day/ whispered one of his
veiled attendants.

A requiem ! a service for the dead; a prayer for their
peace and rest! And who was dead ? The bright, the
matchless one, the spell and fascination of his life I Was it
possible ? Could she be dead, who seemed vitality in iie
consummate form ? Was there ever such a being as Theo-
dora ? And if there were no Theodora on earth, why should
one think of anything but heaven ?

The sounds came floating down the chamber till they
seemed to cluster round his brain; sometimes solemn,
sometimes thrilling, sometimes the divine pathos melting
the human heart with celestial sympathy and heavenly
solace. The tears fell fast from his agitated vision, and
he sank back exhausted, almost insensible, on his pillow.

* The Church has a heart for all our joys and all our
sorrows, and for all our hopes, and all our fears/ whispered
a veiled attendant, as she bathed his temples with fragrant
waters.

Though the condition of Lothair had at first seemed des-
perate, his youthful and vigorous frame had enabled him
to rally, and with time and the infinite solicitude which he
received, his case was not without hope. But though his
physical cure was somewhat advanced, the prostration of
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